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[rvington HMilling

COMPANY.
IRVINGTON, KY.

Merchant and Custom Millers,
Grain Dealers and Manufacturers

of the

HigHEST GRADES

—OF—

Roller Process
EFLOT R

Roller Process .
Corn MMeal

Bran, Shipstuff and
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Ample eapital, the best quality

of grain and modorn machinery,

.lkillfully handled enable us to pro-

duce results unsurpassed.
Orders promptly filled and care-
ful attention given to
CUSTOM WORK,

For any further information call

on or address the

IRVINGTON MILLING

- COMPANY.
IRVINGTON, KY.
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Few--Pointers

How Lo make your money goa long

ways to buy your winter

Boots & Shhoes

Men's Boots for £1.25 were sold al $1.756
=3 “ 1.08 Y 2.75
“ hox toe boots for §1.08 276
A full line of shop made goods.

The Rattler Man Shoe 08¢, solid for$1.50

Good substantial Buff 8hoe for §1.24

sold lor - - - « $L1
Gent's fine Dress Shoe for §1.48

sold for - - . $2.00
Gent's Calf Bhoe for $2.75 sold lor  §1.75

ForClething

We oan not be beat in styles and low
prices,

O~<rercoats.

Prices knocked out.

Heavy weight Overcoats for 11 A8
waorth oy = £1.50
Heavy weight memu for SI 08
worth - - = $4.25
Heavy weight Ovemtn for ti 48

worth - £0.00
Storm King'a ummum lor sﬁ 18

worth -~ - &5.00

Dress Overconts for §7, 50 wnnh - §10.00

L L 'lo‘m i l 0] m

o o 1250 “ 16.00

" i ' 5.(0 it m m

Ladies you will miss it if you do not
visit onr CLOAK DEPARTMENT and
soe the many diffurent styles, You will
Dbe sure to purchase at the low prices,
ot 8 o $18.00.

Geo. YEAREL & Co,,
_ BRANDENBURG, KY

ont wards; they beat the dreams of pro.
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CHAPTER L
THE GOYERNOR'S PROCLAMA

“Jim," said the editor 6f The Ciazette
to the Llond foreman, “hero's the gov-
ernor’s Thanksgiving proclamation. Can
you run it in today?"

“]1 reckon.”

“All rights | don't know of anything
that would be more interesting reading
tome. Aund why? Decause ] understand
Mr. Wardwell will invite sowe friends
to dinner on Thanksgiving, and 1 :ell
you, Jumes, there's vo man now livioyg
can arrange snch a repnst as the urbane,
genial and  accomplished Theophilos
Wardwell: his dinners are songs with-

fessional lotus eaterg, and his Thanks-
glving dinper will be a revelation in
roast turkey and a symphony in pump-
kin pie.”

“] s'pose yom'll be there?

“If I'm not it'll be becanse this poor,
lisping, stammering tongue lies silent in
the grave. Ho nlways invites the same
people, and | am one of them. When
he reads the governor's proclunation he
will sit down and write invitations to
his chosen friends, and the chosen
friends will look forward to the day with
longing."

“Do you want to read the proof when
this is in typer

“DO YOU WANT TO READ THE PROOFT™
“] guess not, Jim: look it over your-
self.”

And it was by this delegstion of one
of his importaut fonetions to n subordi-
nate that the editor of The Gazette Blled
one home with woe and erestod the
chuos which made this narrative possible.

CHAPTER IL
A BANQUET HALL DESERTED,

The stuteliest turkey that ever in.
haled the pure air of freedom was ready
for the teeth of the hungry. The noblest
pumpkin that ever grew on a vine undera
benevolently swiling sun had been re-
duced to pies, and wns also ready for
the famished, and the board fairly
groaned with tlu olhar sundries which

constitute & ly .Ptm
Thanksgiving d t the host, the
master of all the , the desiguer

of the elaborate feast, wu not happy.
There was sorrow in the heart of
Theophilus Wardwell, Sorrow and
anxioty and wonder had absolute con-
trol of him, mnd bis wife was weeping
in the shadows, and the dining room
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a feast of reason and a flow of soul, and |
lt:n.'u only & waste of loneliness and woo,
I don't understand it,"

-

“I'LL WAIT JUST TEN MINUTES LONORR."

“I's horridly, shamefully awful,”
moaned Mrs, Wardwell, “I'll never
sgmile again.”

*I wish yon would never groan again.
Things nare bad enough without your
lnmentations, Let ua fall to; let us be
a8 grateful as we may under the circum-
stances. The thne is up.”

And so that sorrowfnl pair est down
in gloomy grandeur and ate us best they
conld, but it was a mirthless bangquet
and soon over,

The absence of Mr, Wardwell's frionds
was the most inexplicable thing in the
world, He wus renowned as the most
graceful of hosts: his dinners were
poemns; his wife was charming; his home
wasé a marvel of comfort and conven-
fence. When the governor's proclamation
appesred in The Gazette, annonncing
that the 20th of November would be ob-
served us Thunksgiving day, Mr. Ward.
well, after due consultation with his
wife, wrote beantifully worded letters
to his friends naking them to take din-
ner with him on the eventful day—to
uso his own modest words, “Join me in
& Thunksgiving lunch in my home."

That able man, the editor of The Ga
gette, was invited, Who has not heard
of the editor of The Gazgette? He it was
who wrote the stirring article entitled
“Whither Are We Drifting?" which gre-
ated consternation from ocean to ocean,
and pluced the writer upon the piunacle
of fame at the early age of forty. It
was customnry with Mr. Johus, the ed-
itor, to repeat the famons editorial from
memory ot dinner parties, and in his re
ply to Mr. Wardwell's invitation he had
explicitly stated that he would deliver it,
word for word, as it was originally writ-
ten, immediately after the dinner.

Mr, Stiver, the musician, had also
been fuvited, You all know about the
illnstrious Mr, Stiver, who composed so
many delightful songs and sang them so
frresistibly to enchanted aundiences, His
pioture was printed in the local papoers,
and 1t is altogother unreasonable to sup-
pose that you have not seen it, When-
over Mr. Stiver ate dinner st Mr, Ward-
well's he invariably rendered several of
his most charming selections, and he
bhad written Theophilus that nothing
short of an epidemic would keep him
away on Thanksgiving day.

Dr. Bhadley bad also recelved an in-
vitation, and had apswored that he
would do himself the honor to be at the
appointed place promptly, adding fuce-
tiously that his appetite would be con-
cealed about his person, The doctor
was the most interesting and smusing

was quite imponsible to listen to one of
his anecdutes without being convulsed
with laughter, and since he had made
the Wardwell home eccho with merri.
ment time ahd thme again bis absence
on this occasion was beyond all human
undarstunding.

Professor Buell, of the unlversity, had
been fuvited as well and bad remained
away, a8 had the others. The
mado Mr. Wardwell's
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whlch have aftonlshied The Lllerateurs

of two hemispheres. His erndition wasa

beautiful element of & Wurdwell din-
per; it furnished a solid buckground for
the frothy mirth of the doetor, and the
lunguishing songs of the musi¢ian, and
the
These gentlomen who have been enn-

wives, and soveral otlier geutlomen with

thelr wives had been expected, and con-
sequently it was no wonder that The-
ophilus and Rachel Wardwell were
plunged in bitterness when they were
obliged to eat alone.

r t is the wost humiliating day of my
life,” said Mr, Wardwell. 1 c¢an only
think of one thing for which 1 should
be thankful, and that is that my busi-
ness dovs not take me out of the house.
I would be ashamed to look a human
being in the face if 1 had to go on the
street,  Crring won't do any good,

schel—'weep no more, my lady, weep

o more today.' Give the servants in-
structions to dispose of these viands in
any way thoy choose, and then lot us try
to forget this appalling occasion.”

And Mr. Waurdwell went bravely to
his library und endeavored to bury his
sorrow by studying “guaint and curfous
voluuies ot ftll'buih n Lm 7

CHAPTER LIL
THE COMING OF THE QUESTS,

For several days following that mem-
oralile fiasco of a dinner Mr. Wardwell
led the life of u recluse, He was a regu-
lar contributor to & great wmagazine, and
his articles all treated of travels in for
eign and unheard of conntries. The fact
that his descriptions of the manners and
customs of the Hindoos and Dedonins
and Malays were singularly troe to life
is all the more remarkable becvause he
had never been awny from his native
village, and a wonth or two after the
date of this story ho received a personal
letter from the editor of the mugazine
complimenting him upon his realistic
description of the burning und eating of
# European traveler by a cannibal. He
wrote this story during the sad days fol-
lowing the wrecked dinner,

“WR ARE THE VICTIME OF A BEORAWNY
PRINTER. "

Mrs. Wardwell wasinconsoluble. Poor
woman, she conldn’t find relief by writ-
ing articles about people she hid never
heard of, and she began to grow pale
and was filled with a nervous horror of
meeting anybody, and she imagined that
she was the langhing stock of the town.

Noarly a wook had o , and her
sorrow was an heavy if not so hyst
as ever, when one day there was an en-
thusiustic ring st the doorbell, There
wasn't & servaut in the house; she must
tmmo the door herself or Lave her

do it, or leave it u
Nu decided to adopt the hus
8he wouldn't have opened it hemelf,
she was morally certain that she mld
bo confronted by some heartloss mocker
who would shrick with lsughter over

brilliant sentences of the editor, .

were the men and women he hid in-
vited to his Thanksgiving diuner! Thero
waa the doctor, fairly bubbling over
with mirth and good humor; and the
swoet singor, with a roll of music under
hie arm; and the editor of The Gazette,
pompous in the knowledge that he, and
he only, was the nuthor of that sublime
article, “Whither Are We Drifting?”
and thelr wives were with them, and the
other men: who had been invited were
there with their wives! It was evidently
a oonspiracy to humble and crush and
wroeck the life of Theophilus Wardwaell,

For a moment he seemod disposed to
slmn the door in their faces, but he
arrested the motion of his arm. Then it
looked a8 though he would turn loose
the sitmoom of his wrath, but the words
died on his lps, and he endod by invit-
ing them all to walk in, siiling sar.
dondeally, and “every one knew that
some ono had blundered.”  He led the
procession (nto the parlor and then eall-
ed his wife, who joined him in a maze
of bewilderment.  And when the guests
were ull sented, equally stupefied wich
wonder, Mr. Wardwell faced themn and
s, with magnificont sareasm:

“Ahl And so you have comw in re-
sponse to my lovitation? | regret to way
that you have come too late to partake
of my turkey or ple, but you have come
in time to teach me a valuable lesson,
After this, when | want my friends s
call on mo on New Yoar's, I'll ask them
to come on Christius: if 1 desire to ses
them on the Fourth of July, I'll ask
them to visit me on Esster Sunday, and
when | want a gathering on Thanlksgiv-
ing day I'll specify George Washing-
ton's birthday as the date for the ssson-
bluge.

“This is Thursday, ladies and gentle-
wen,  Well, last Friday Mrs. Wardwell
and 1 had a somewhat wholesome ropast
prepared for you all, and we walted and
waited for your coming until our hoarts
achol  with  dissppointment, bnt we
should have beon patient, 1 see; we wero
altogether too hrl.ﬂl_\', If wa had only
walted six days longer, you would have
been with ns, A trifle like six days
would have csused us uo inconvenivnce
whatever, but we were so thoughtless.”

Mr. Wardwell paused for breath, and
the professor took sdvantagoe of the lull
to say:

“Thero {s some gross misunderstand-
Ing here, You invited us to cat Thauks-
giving dinner with yon, nnd here we
are, Butas for me, 1 did not come to
be insulted.”

“You are correct in sayving that | in-
vited you to comoe on Thanksgiving duy.
Then why, may 1 nsk, didn't yon come
on Thanksgiving day?'

“Why," responded the professor, in a
dazed way, “this is Thanksgiving day!"

“Certainly it is," cherused the doctor,
snd the edidor, und the wmusician: “‘this
is Thursday, Nov, 20.”

“No ono guestions that,” eried Mr.
Wardwell, with bitter irony, “and 1o
morrow i Friday, the 27th, and | have
excollent reakon to belfove ﬂmt the fol-
lowing day will be Satunlay, the 28th—
in fact, I shouldn't be surprised if Sun-
day turned out to be the 29th, DBut how
do you mnke out that this is Thanks-
giving day? Here is The Gazoette, with
the governor's proelamation in cold type,
and it reade ‘Nov, 20, Does the govern-
or's proclamation count for anything,
or 18 it merely a vain ceremony—an
empty formality?

Before any one conld speak s hollow
groan wins heard, It came in ull its
intonsity from the lips of the editor of
The Gazette. He was reclining upon a
lounge, brenthing with difficulty, The
doctor rmghed to his rescue with a cuse
of surgical instruments, bot the editor
waved him away and moaned

“Oh, what & misfortune! A malison
upon that bilious, blear eyed foreman
of mine! - To think that all this should
come of allowing him to read a proof!
Mr. Wardwell, and all of you," he sald,
rising to his feet, “‘'we are the victimas of
8 scrawny printer whom 1 introsted
with the goveruor's proclmmation and
the reading of the proof. He placed the
figures ‘20" where ‘20° shonld have been,
M# Wardwell made all the prepara-
tions on the 20th, and we, who probably
never read the proclumation, arranged
to visit him on the 206th, | can only say
that as the editor of The Gazotte [ will
discharge the printer without w recom-
mendation, nnd that as o man who has
blood in his veins I'll either punch his
head or perish in the attempt,”

When the editor's explonation was
congluded thers was un ern of silence.
Then Mr., Wardwell turned to his wife
with a ghastly smile and said:

“Rachel, is there anything to eat in
the house?

“Searcoly o thing."

“Lawdive and gentlemwen, will you as-
aist e in devouring such remnants of
groceries ns Mrs, Wardwell can consoli-
date into a dinper?”

“Mr, Wardwell,” suid the doctor, with
emotion, “a bowl of water, with a crust
of bread, would ben foast in your home,
The flow of intellect, sir—the flow of
reason, as it were, Mr. Wardwell—the
intercoure of kindred minds—atone for
ull deficiencies in the materinl —aw—er—
inshort, Mr. Wardwell, anything willdo
for a dinner, and we'll be donbly thank-
ful today that the sMght cloud which
darkened the horizon as we came in
hiss given pluce to the sunshine of —er—
to the sunshine, Mr, Wardwell,*

CHAPTER 1IV.
TIHE DINNER.

They do sny that there never waa such
8 Thanksygiving dioner fn all the coun-
try us the ome enjoyed by the guests of
Mr, Wardwell, There was no turkey,
nor was there 8 pumpkin ple, and con-
soquently the bill of fare wouldn't in-
terost you. But the lonely dinner of
nearly & week before becnme a topio of
mirth and reminded the doctor of about
adozen of the funniest stories imagi-
nable, so that the ladies langhed until
they cried.  And the musiclan fairly
surpassed himself in singing that tonch-
ing ballad of his own eomposition,
“When Mary to the Dentist Goes,”
which is now of world wide ulobrily.
and the professor discoursed so admira
bly of the folbles and idiosynerasies of
the second Rumesis thut be was voted
the most interesting speaker who ever
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INDIANAY

Every body now knows HOW
Indiana went, but we haven't
yet found out HOW
When we do, we'll let you
know. In the mean time the
TARIFF'S ALREADY OFF
and all the Clotning in our
house. Come or write

LEVY’'S

In Temporary Quarters, 321
West Market,
LOUISVILLE, KY
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Grover Cieveland told Adlai Stevenson
that it is a positive fact that he overheard
Benjamin Harrison tell Whitelaw Reid that
James B. Weaver had stated in «he pres.
ence of Jas. G. Field that John Bidwell and
J. B. Cranfill heard Thos. L. Carter, Chair-
man of the National l{opnhlw un Committee
and W. H. Harritty, Chairman of the Na-
tional Democratic Committee gay, that

Favorite Stoves and Ranges

Sell easier and give better satisfaction than all others,
and are made at

IJI(QLIA OH IO,

a\ the

Favorite Stove and Range Company,

Who have the model stove plant of
America, the greatest country
on earth.

PAYNE & CO,

GCloverport Eyy.
" CLARENCE M. GORGON,

lostructor In

Shmthand and vaﬂw mng.
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Al N oronnectine
Fuwsiness I ollege Il L Pen
manship and J\url.u.rln lru Graha
syatem, Caligraph wid Rembngton Ty pe-

\Ahl.-'w, The only CUnllege in the S
of Kentuchy indarsed '\ Oicial e
porters, K stablinhad bn 180, and diuring

thie Birst year

One Hundred Bixteen Pupils

Fhis

were enrollvd feaks for bsell,

We get you b situsthan as soai us Vou
hwpcann ppetent to hinkd one

LT s=Chiarles A, Grahun 0l
Claren Walkor, the lesding C#lics
Stonographars for the « Wirlts

thewm o Informution, For  catalogue
ndidrens,
CLARENCE M. GORDON,
Cor, Fourth & Markel Sts,
LOUISVILLE, KY

WHEN YoU

go o Hardinsburg call on R, E

for the best wines

Mattingly

and Hguors,

A SCHOONER

of leer und lunch all for 6

oents nt

R. . MATTINGLY'S,

HAHD!NSBURQ. KY.
J W JARRETT,

U.5:Clam & Penslon Agent

¥Yuie

“YOUR WAGES ARE RAISED TWO DOLLARS
A WEEK."
ha¥e done e ringing but the foremnan
of The Uaszette, whose doomn had boen
prononnced.  He hid come to call the
editor uwuy on important business, aud
it was quite affecting to see that able
man embrace his sabordinate nnd say:
*Your wuges are ralsed two dollurs o
woek, By one of your bhlnnders yon
eausod Ir. Wardwell's dinner to bo a
misfit, but thmmmlnublu
dinger than | huve bl toduy,”
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